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something and waved his arms as he stood on the mound a
little way off.                                                                      .
At the same moment a faint " hurrah ! " rose from thf
dense undergrowth of the cherry-orchards and gardens
below. There was the crack of rifle-shots. Throwing caution
to the winds, Gregor ran up the mound. The Reds wer&
fleeing through the streets; he heard a disorganised roar &r
voices, sharp shouts of commands, the rattle of shots. One
of the R<*a machine-gun sledges began to gallop up a slope,
but almost at once, not far from the cemetery, it turned
sharply and opened fire over the heads of the Reds at the
cossacks pouring out of the orchards.
In vain did Gregor scan the horizon for signs of the
cossack cavalry. They were still not to be seen. The Reds
on the left flank were running towards the bridge connecting
Kargin with the adjacent village of Arkhipov, while their
right flank was still pouring down through Kargin, dropping
under the fire of the cossacks who held the two streets close
to the river Chira.
At last the first squadron of cavalry appeared round the
hills, then the second, the third, the fourth.  They deployed
into line and swept sharply to the left to cut off the fleeing
crowds of Red soldiers.  Crushing his gloves in his hand,
Gregor impatiently followed the course of the struggle. The
cossack cavalry swiftly approached the main road, and the
Reds turned and fled back in ones and twos and little groups
toward the village of Arkhipov.  There they met the fire of
the cossack infantry, and turned once more and ran back to
the  road.  The   cossack  cavalry  wheeled  round  to  face
Kargin, and swept the Reds away like leaves before the wind,
Close to a bridge some thirty of the enemy were cut ofl
without hope of escape, and they began to defend them-
selves.  They had a machine-gun and large reserves of belts.
Hardly had the cossack infantry emerged from the orchards
when the machine-gun began to work at a feverish speed,
and the cossacks dropped, crawling under the shelter of
sheds and stone fences.  From Gregor's post of observation
he saw his cossacks dragging a machine-gun through Kargin.
By one of the yards on the outskirts they hesitated, then
ran inside it. A few minutes later their machine-gun bega^
to stutter from the roof of the granary.  Through his glasses
Gregor saw the gunners grouped with outflung legs behind